oppression came to grow upon me, as it I, with them, were imprisoned in the narrow streets of Soho. Mother would listen quietly, but understandingly.
Little by little, though, we were changing in our own home. We children now openly spoke English to one another, not only in the street, as always, but even in the house before father. Even to mother we often expressed our thoughts in the strange tongue, giving quaint jargon turns to our phrases that she might understand us the more readily. For instance we .would declare to her, " I won't go if my birthday falls out on a Saturday," or we would ask her, " Shall we put another potato here in? " One Thanksgiving father brought home a turkey and for the first time we tasted the huge national fowl, which mother compared to ducks and chickens and [108]
